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Green.    Mrs. Coole herself, very far from terror,
played a marked part in the last stages of the affair.

When the crowd reached the Market-place it
was clearly astonished at meeting no opposition.
There was not a sign of a policeman anywhere.
The mob, which had now the concerted emotions
and passions of one person, had to make up its mind
as to what it was there to do. One impulse had
been an appeal to the Mayor at the Town Hall,
another to release Lanky Moon and young M'Canlis
from the gaol, yet another to burn down Hattaway's
house as a warning to him to leave Seatown alone,
yet another was to be some kind of assault on the
elergy, and it was here, in the Market-place, that
' two effigies were produced, one a clumsy and insult-
ing attempt at Mrs. Braund riding a stuffed clothes-
horse, the other the image of a clergyman in a white
stiff collar and gaiters.

But it was here also that three men suddenly
stood up on a board raised on trestles and held
aloft an image of Stephen Furze. Seen there in
the moonlight the resemblance was almost horrible.
The usurer had been thin enough in real life, and
there he was, his head on one side under his soup-
plate bowler, his long grey overcoat flapping against
the stake on which the head was stuck. The effigy
was blown hither and thither by the wind and
seemed to have a ghastly life of its own. Against
this was fastened a board on which was printed in
capital letters:

WE DEMAND THE MURDERER
The unexpected sight of this effigy seemed to